


— 1187 — 

HE PHYSICIAN did not answer the 

woman’s question. Perhaps he had not 

heard it. Perhaps he wanted to be quite 

sure before he made known the exact con- 

dition of the senseless man. Again he sub- 

jected Donald Whitney to an examination. 

There was no hurry in any of his move- 
ments. Irene, standing close, was suffering 

| all the mental tortures imaginable. At last 

she could stand the uncertainty no longer. 

“You — you must tell me the truth,” she gasped, 

laying a hand on the man’s arm. “Is — is he dead?” 

“No, he is not dead,” the physician assured her. 

“Your husband is suffering from a fainting spell brought 

on no doubt by the excitement and perhaps a sudden 

shock of some kind. Please, do not be alarmed. He’ll be 

alright again in a few minutes.” 

Presently Donald opened his eyes. They had a 

peculiar stare in them. 

“Donald — Donald!” cried the distracted young 

wife. “What is the matter? You frightened me nearly 

to death. Come, tell me what went wrong with you? It 

is I—Irene, your wife. Don’t you know me?” 

“Tet me alone,” he growled, pushing her away. 

“He has not recognized you as yet, madam,” the 

doctor interposed. “I think it would be best if you take 

him home at once.” 
By degrees Donald’s features changed. A slight 

color of pink crept into his cheeks. His eyes were no 

longer staring, but looked about with a rational expres- 

sion in them. ~ 
Then suddenly he rose and shook himself like a 

dog just rescued from a watery grave. 

“Let’s get out of this, Irene,” he said almost 

gruffly. : 
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She linked her arm through his and together they 
left the building. As they were seated in the taxi she 
plied him with questions. But Donald merely smiled a 
trifle bitterly and shook his head. 

“I guess the heat in that hall was too much for 
me,” he finally said. “I am alright now.” 

“Oh, I am so glad,” she told him, watching him 
with suspicious eyes. 

“Let’s go for a long drive, dear,” he suggested 
after a pause. 

Irene shook her head. 
“Not now,” she objected. “I must hurry back to 

the hotel. I am expecting the dressmaker at one. We 
ean take a drive later in the afternoon if that will suit 
you.” 

Donald shook his‘head, then nodded it. 
His wife was staring at him, perplexed and not a 

little worried. She still was under the impression that 

her husband was ill. And she still suspected that the 

sight of the Fallen Angel had been Be Sie ee for the 

sudden fainting spell. 
But Irene was too tactful a woman - give voice 

to her suspicion. She loved her husband far too well to 

ply him with questions at such a moment as this. 
Back at the hotel, she coaxed him to lie down. 

| “An hour’s complete rest will do you good, dear,” 

she said, as she smiled into his eyes. “T’ll be through 

with my dressmaker in about that time. And then we'll 

have dinner together.” 
“Very well,” he acquiesced, his voice toned down 

to almost a whisper. 
“Kiss me before I leave you,” she begged. 

As she bent over, his lips barely touched hers. 

“No, that won't satisfy me, Donnie. Try it avain.’ 

When their lips met for the second time it was 
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the young Mrs. Whitney who did the kissing. With a 

feeling of disappointment gnawing at her heart, she left 

the room and closed the door softly behind her. 

With his eyes closed, Donald lay flat on his back. 

It was as if he stood before a black, yawning abyss. 

Again he stood between two women. 

The only difference .was that Irene had taken Bar- 

bara’s place. There was not the least doubt in his madly 

churning mind that Joan had posed for this wonderful 

picture “A Fallen Angel”. 

He would have recognized those exquisitely lovely 

features of hers among ten thousand others. 

And if Joan had posed for that painting, it natur- 

ally followed that she must be alive. And what was more 

__she must be in Paris at the present moment. 

A hoarse groan escaped his lips. Then he turned 

and began staring at the wall. 

But it was utterly useless to find a way out of this 

horrible dilemma. He loved Joan with every fibre of 

his being. Nothing could tear that love out of his un- : 

happy heart. But what would be the consequences ? 

He dare not be false to Irene. It would no be fair 

to her. She had not only given him a woman’s love and 

blind devotion. 
She had rescued him from utter financial ruin. 

How then, could he forsake her for Joan? Again he 

groaned and clenched his hands. aS 

And then another thought came to him. Joan 

could hardly be the woman he had known in the years 

gone by. For only a woman utterly devoid of modesty 

and shame would pose in the nude for such a picture. 

Fierce pain smote him. 

‘“No—no, I can not believe it!” he cried. “T will 

not believe it of you Joan—my Joan. You were the soui 

of honor—sweet and clean/as a budding rose, I can not 



— 1190 — 

bear the thought of you giving your beautiful body to 

a thing like that. I would a thousand times rather know 

you dead.” 
And so he continued to wallow in the slough of 

- uncertainty—of doubt and despair. 
“God help me,” he began to pray at last. “Help 

me find a way out of this. I am as helpless as a child. 

Help me, oh, dear God, in this hour — the darkest hour 

of my life, or I shall go mad.” 
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Chapter 140 A 
—- 

A FATEFUL MISUNDERSTANDING 

HEN IRENE told her husband that she had 
an engagement with her dressmaker she did 
not tell the truth. And she may be par- 
doned for uttering this little falsehood. Al- 
ready she had become the prey of doubt and 
suspicion. These must be either be dispelled 
or confirmed. And there was only one way 
to do this. And so as soon as she left the 
bedchamber where Donald rested, she ran 

from the hotel as fast as her feet could carry her, 
At the curb she found an empty taxi. At first F 

she did not see the chauffeur, who stood talking to a 
young woman on the sidewalk. 

When that individual noticed Mrs. Whitney open > 
the door of the vehicle with the obvious intention of en- 
tering, he stepped forward quickly and touched his eap. 

“You want a cab, madam?” he inquired respect- 
fully. 

“Yes,” she gasped, “drive me to the Art Exposi- 
tion Building at once.” 

But once seated in the fast moving taxi, Irene’s. 
mental attitude changed suddenly. 

Perhaps she was doing Donald an, injustice. In 
the cold analysis which followed she concluded that her 
husband could not have had any connection with the 
woman who posed for that picture. And once thoughts 
like this entered her mind, they stuck. 

“But Ill buy that picture and give it to him as a 
present,” she decided. “I don’t care what the price may 
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be. A telegram to dad will bring me all the money I 

need.” 
5 

However, underneath this sentiment was the lurk- 

ing shadow of something else. 

| This painting might be the means of permanently 

dispelling the suspicion still in her heart. For Irene was 

after all a woman with a woman’s natural inclination to 

jealousy. | 

As the taxi stopped in front of the Art Exposition 

Building, she jumped out, told the driver to wait, then 

hurried in. 
To the left of the hall was a small wicker window 

with the sign: “Information”. Without a moment’s hes- 

itation she approached and spoke to the young man. 

“T want to buy one of those pictures on exhibi- 

tion,” she said. ‘Who is the proper person to see?” 

The young man smiled and came out of the little 

booth. 
“Please follow me, madam,” he told her. 

They walked along the corridor and into an office. 

Here she was introduced to a Mr. Brossart, the chairman 

of the art exhibition. 

“What can I do for you?” he inquired, adjusting 

his shell-rimmed glasses. 

“These pictures on exhibition — are they for 

gale?” she wanted to know. 

“Most certainly,” came back. 

“Everyone of them, Mr. Brossart?” 

“Yes.” 
“And the one that won the first prize?” 

The man nodded. | 

“T would like to own the picture ‘A Fallen Angel’,” 

the young Mrs. Whitney declared. ‘What is the price 

of it.” 
He named it. And although it was very high, 
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Irene at once decided to clinch the bargain. After all ten 
thousand franks was not such a large sum. Fortunately 
she had that much money in cash with her. 

Mr. Brossart counted the bills, most of them of 
large denominations. 

“That is correct, madam,” he smiled. 
“May I send a telegram from this office?” she 

asked before he could finish what he wanted to say. 
“By all means,” Mr. Brossart replied, still smil- 

ing. “Pray use my desk. You will find some blanks in 
the upper right hand drawer.” 

Irene drew out one of the blanks, then sat down 
to write. The telegram intended.for her father was as 
follows: 

“Mr. Amos Cohan, Richmond, Virginia, U.S. A. 
“Please telegraph me the sum of ten thou- 

sand franks at once I have bought a wonderful 
painting. I want it to present to Donald. We are 
both very happy. 

“Love, Irene.” 

“If you wish T’ll send that telegram for you and 
save you the trouble, madam,” Mr. Brossart kindly of- 
fered. 

“That is very nice of you,” she answered grate- 
fully. “It will save me a little time. I want to stop at.a 
hat store on the Bonne Nouvelle before going home.” 

Having said this, she made a break for the door. 
“Just a moment, please,” the man called aiter 

her. 3 
She stopped and turned quickly, 
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“What is it?” 
“You failed to tell me where the picture is to be 

delivered, madam,” he reminded her. “Will you kindly 

give me your address?” | 

Irene wrote the address on a slip of paper. 

) “Be sure to see to it that Mr. Donald Whitney re- 

ceives the picture in person,” she said. 

“Tt will be done, my dear lady.” 

Without another word the young Mrs. Whitney 

left the Art Exhibition Building and re-entered the wait- 

ing taxi. She gave the driver the direction, then settled 

back against the cushion with a satisfied sigh. - 

In the meantime excitement reigned in the hat 

store on the Bonne Nouvelle. Alphonse Delcasse, the 

winner of the first prize, had just burst in upon the two 

young American women with a ery of joy. 

| “Suecess at last,” he exclaimed. “I suppose you 

have heard the good news.” 

“Yes we have” Sonia spoke up, and came forw
ard 

with both hands outstretched. “I want to be the first one 

to congratulate you, my dear friend. You have won the 

recognition you so richly deserve.” 

Joan, always a little shy and reticient, added her 

congratulations to those uttered by her friend. 

“Ah, but I owe everything to you two ladies,” the 

artist cried. ‘Without you there would have been no 

‘A Fallen Angel’. And whatever price the painting brings 

shall be divided between the three of us. You helped me 

make it and you must also share in the proceeds.” 

Sonia shook her dark head. 

“Nothing of the kind, my dear Mr. Delcasse,” she 

said. “I wouldn’t think of it.” | 

. “Nor I,” seconded Joan. 

‘At this juncture someone knocked on the door. — 

Alphonse Delcasse moved into the adjoining room. Per- 
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haps the caller was a personal friend of one of the young 
American girls. 

It was Joan who opened the door. She found her- 
self face to face with a special messenger. 

“T am looking for Mr. Alphonse en the 
latter said. “I knocked on his door, but received no res- 

ponse. Perhaps you can tell me where I can find him. 

I have a letter——” 
“Give it to me, please,” interrupted Joan. “Mr. 

Deleasse is here. I will see that he gets it.” 
As the door closed again the young artist rushed 

back. Joan met him with the sealed envelope in her hand. 

At the first glance he saw that the letter came from the 

Art Exhibition Building. 

“T wonder what they want with me now?” he mur- 

mured as he broke the seal. 
But he had scarcely read the beginning sentence 

when he uttered a cry of glad surprise. He was being 

informed that his painting had been sold for ten thou- 

sand franks. 
Ah, that is almost too good to be true,” he said, 

the tears welling up in his eyes. “Ah, how I wish my 

poor parents could have lived to see this day. They al- 

ways denied themselves in order to educate me, and 

now ’” Overcome by sudden emotion he stopped and 

wiped the moisture from his cheeks. 
“Now we'll celebrate,” he exclaimed, once more 

master of himself. “You are going to close this storé¢ 

for the rest of the day. You shall be my guests both 

of you.” 
Sonia shook her head smilingly. 
“T must attend to some business first, my dear Al- 

-honse,” she objected. 
“And what may that be?” he asked, grinning. 
“T must deliver a hat to the Hotel Violet where I 
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have a very good customer,” she told him. 

“PI] deliver that hat for you,” the artist offered. 

“No, thank you, I would rather do it myself, my 

friend.” 

_ Sonia walked into the store and began packing the 

hat. She called a cheerful goodby to Joan and Delcasse, 

then left. 
: The artist, now alone with the beautiful golden- 

haired American girl, became ill at ease. He was the 

personification of a young lover in distress. Ever since 

he had met Sonia for the first time, his heart had told 

him that she was the only woman who eould ever make 

him happy. 
And now he wanted to:seek encouragement with 

Joan, but did not know how to approach the subject. 

“T__J want to ask you something,” he began at 

last, then stopped. : 

“Yes what is it?” said Joan. 

“TJ mean your friend, Mademoiselle Sonia,” he 

began once more, his face coloring. “I love her. Yes, 

I have loved her for a long time. Do—do you suppose 

she cares for me a little bit? Do you think she would 

refuse me if I asked her to become my wife?” 

Joan had been expecting something 
like this. For 

9, woman’s eyes are sharp where. affairs of the heart 
are 

concerned. 

“That is a question only Sonia can answer,” she 

told him with a smile. “Why don’t you wait until she 

comes back, Mr. Deleasse? 1 am sure she will listen to 

you.” 
The artist wagged his head. 

“That’s just it.. I haven't the nerve,” he blush- 

ingly confessed. “I don’t think I could stand to hear her 

refuse me. Mademoiselle Sonia has been kind to me. 

There were moments when I began to hope that—that 
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she cared for me. Then there were moments when she 
would hardly speak to me. She appeared so melancholy 
and sad. I wish I knew why she changes so.” 

Joan saw an unpleasant duty looming up ahead of 
her, And she did not shirk it. 

“I have the right to explain, my dear friend,” she 
said. “Sonia has known much unhappiness. She loved 
aman once. But they separated. But the memory of 
him seems to follow her like a dark shadow. You must 
dispel that shadow. I think you can do it.” 

“Oh, Ill try my best,” Alphonse Deleasse res- 
ponded, his voice quivering with hopeful emotions. “I'll 
make her forget that other man.” 

Before Joan could make a reply, the shrill call of 
the bell announced that a customer had entered the store. 

The artist, however, did not seem to have heard 
the bell. He was standing before Joan, one of his arms 
resting on her shoulder, and the other partway around 
her waist. 

As the expensively gowned young lady came into 
the store, she happened to glance through the door which 
led to the rear room. Quite naturally she took it for 
granted that the two. young people standing so close to- 
gether were lovers. 

But she received a tremendous surprise when she 
recognized in Joan the face on the painting, 

“I—I beg your pardon for keeping you waiting, 
madam,” Joan said as she came forward. ‘My friend 
here—” indicating the young artist who hung back — 
“were just discussing——” 

“Please don’t apologize,” the lady broke in. “TI 
understand perfectly. But will you answer a question 
frankly?” 

“Are you the young woman who posed for that 
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picture ‘A Fallen Angel’ ?” 

“T am,” came back in almost a whisper. 

- “And the—gentleman whom I| saw with you, is 

he——”’ » pee 

“He is Mr. Alphonse Delcasse, the artist who won 

the first prize at the art exhibition this morning.” Joan 

turned and motioned him to come forward. 

The lady studied him for a long moment. Then 

her inquisitive gaze wandered back to Joan. Yes, they 

were lovers. There could be no doubt about that. And 

Joan, watching the lady, seemed to read the latter’s 

thoughts. | 

“Please permit me to tell you that — that——’”’ 

She paused, her cheeks aflame. : 

“T am not asking for any explanations, my dear 

child,” the lady smiled broadly. “Why shouldn’t you 

two be friends? You were his model. You helped him 

create a picture that is a piece of genuine art. And allow 

me to congratulate you, Mr. Delcasse,” she ended, step- 

ping toward the young man and holding out her hand. 

“Vou are a genius.” 

He murmured a few unintelligible words of ap- 

preciation, then retreated, his face burning with embar- 

rassment. 

“Of course, I suppose you know that your picture 

has been sold, don’t you?” the lady spoke again. 

“Yes, I was so informed a few minutes ago, 

madam,” the artist said. 

“Well, I bought it.” With these words the speaker 

turned back to the counter filled with hats. “Which one 

of these is mine?” she inquired. 

“Oh, yours is being delivered,” Joan responded. 

“You will find it at your home when you get there.” 

The lady, who was none other than Irene Whit- 

ney, left the store and had herself driven homew
ard. As 
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soon as she was out of sight, Deleasse grinned sheep- 
ishly. 3 

“That lady took it for granted that I was making 
love to you, Mademoiselle Joan,” he laughed. ° 

“Of course, she did,” the latter agreed unhappily. 
“We gave her the wrong impression. It is a good thing 
that she is a stranger to us. If I knew that——” 

Joan never finished the sentence, for through the 
show window she had seen Sonia approach. As she ran 
to open the door for her friend, she uttered a little 
scream. 3 

“What is the matter, dear?” she asked hurriedly. 
“You look horrible.” 

“Joan — Joan!’ Sonia gasped, her hands reaching 
out for support. “I have seen him — oh, I have seen 
him!” | | 

And then she fell half fainting into Joan’s arms. 



— 1200 — 

Chapter 141 

THE LIFTING OF THE VEIL 

ONALD WHITNEY was pacing the floor in 

the apartment at the hotel. When, after 

leaving his bedchamber, he failed to find his 

wife, he immediately took it for granted 

that she had gone on an errand of some 

kind. Irene was a creature of impulses. 

And she was forgetful to a degree. If it 

suddenly occurred to her that she had for- 

} gotten to get a piece of wearing apparel or 

something else, she would dash away. 

ne Sometimes she would take the time to explain, but 

more often she did the explaining afterward. Not fora 

moment did he suspect that Irene was on the way back to 

the Art Exhibition Building, and that it was her purpose 

to buy the picture which had caused so much mental 

anguish. | 

He was still in the maze of conflicting thoughts 

when one of the chambermaids rapped on the door. 

Donald opened, a forced smile on his face. 

“What is it?” he inquired not unkindly. 

“Tg madam in?” the maid countered. 

“No, she is out,” Whitney replied. “What is it? - 

Perhaps I can help you.” 
“A modiste from the Boone Nouvelle is here with 

a hat for madam,” was the retort. 

“Alright, let her come in, I'll pay the bill if it 

has not yet been paid.” Donald reached into his pocxet 

for a roll of bills. He saw the maid disappear, and stood,» 

waiting for the modiste with the hat. 
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Presently a slender figure clad in dark came 
through the door. Donald stared at her as if he was 
seeing a ghost. His lips opened, then closed again. 

The woman, who was none other than Sonia Par- 
low, stared right back at him. Both apparently waited 
for the other to speak first. 

“Who—who are you?” he gasped at last. 
The sound of his voice seemed to galvanize the 

woman into speech. 
“Ah, you know who I am, Donald Whitney,” she 

cried, her voice pitifully small. “You have not forgotten 
Sonia—Sonia Parlow, the poor unhappy pianist who once 
played in a New York dance hall.” 

All the intervening years were swept away in a 
twinkling. 

_Ah, yes, how well he remembered her. How could 
he ever forget that night when he met this girl for the 
first time? But he quickly remembered that he was a 
married man now. 

? “If I had known that I was — to meet you here,” 
Sonia spoke again, “I would not have come.” 

“But why not?” he cried sharply. “Surely you 
and I have nothing to be ashamed of. Thousands of 
others have had youthful love affairs. Please sit down 
and we’ll chat for a little while. It is good to see someone 
from the dear old U.S. A.” » 

She took the proffered chair reluctantly. When 
he began to ply her with questions, she answered them 
slowly and in a whisper. 

It was plainly evident that Sonia Parlow labored 
under emotion she could not control. She had loved the 
handsome young Richmond banker with all her heart 
and soul. And she still loved him in spite of everything 
that had happened. — 

“I—I must go,” she gasped, rising suddenly, 
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“But why? Won’t you stay and meet my — my 
wife?” 

“No!” Sonia spit out the word. “Ah, I suppose 
you are very happy with her. She is rich and beautiful. 
I have met her several times.” 

“Yes, I understand,” he answered uneasily. “My 
wife has become one of your customers. Little did I ever 
dream that the modiste who makes such wonderful hats 
was Sonia Parlow—Sonia, the girl I loved once.” 

“Loved once?” she repeated bitterly. “Ah, it is 
so easy for a man to forget. But with a woman it is dif- 
ferent. Her first love is her last. She clings to it with 
every fibre of her being. With a woman her first love 

is her very life. Did you ever realize that, Donald?” 
The latter shook his head miserably. He did not 

—he could not realize that a girl could fall in love over 

night with any man. They had only met a few times 

during the vacation period. | 

- He had gone back to college to finish the semes- 

ter. But he had often thought of the pretty little piano 

player who had been so sweet to him. Of course, he had 

made love to her. But he had not been serious. For at 

that time he was still a boy and inexperienced with 

women. 
“T_T am sorry,” he murmured. “Yes, I am very 

sorry, Sonia. I wish I could make you look at the matter 

in a different light.” 

“A woman can not see through the eyes of a sel- 

fish, trifling man,” she returned. 
“You do me an injustice,” Donald cried. “I have 

never been selfish. My conduct toward you made you 

regard me as a trifler. Fanens I am guilty. I can only 

ask you to forgive me.” 
Sonia Parlow was trying desperately to get a grip 

on herself. 
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But she had only to look at the handsome man be- 

fore her to feel the power of his personality. She had to 

fight the mad impulse to throw herself into his arms and 

ery out aloud: . 

“Take me—take me, Donald. What does it mat- 

ter if you are married? Love me just once as you did 

that wonderful summer night.” 

But instead she rose slowly from her chair and 

tottered to the door. And once outside the building she 

yan as if possessed by a thousand furies. 

Although near physical exhaustion, she kept on 

running until she burst into the store where she fell half 

fainting into Joan’s arms. 

When she had recovered somewhat, she stared 

about vacantly. | 

“Where is Alphonse Deleasse?” she asked in a 

whisper. 
“T sent him away,” Joan told her. 

With their arms about each other they sat for a 

long time in silence. Finally Sonia said with a moan: 

“Oh, God, if I could only die. I have seen him 

and——” 
“Yes, I know,” Joan soothed. “You unexpectedly . 

met the lover of your girlhood days. But where did you 

meet him? And how did it happen?” | 

The unhappy girl explained rather incoherently, 

and without mentioning any names. 

“T feel simply terrible about this,” said Joan as 

she hugged her dear friend a little tighter. “But you 

must forget him. You must since he is a married man. 

He can never be anything to you again, and you can not 

mean anything to him.” | 

| “Oh, that is so easy said,” whispered Sonia as she 

disengaged herself from Joan’s embrace. “But you don't 

know how I loved that boy. I never met a man so hand- 
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some and so dear.” 
“Was he so very handsome?” the other asked. 
“I can not describe him to you, dear.’ But I will 

show you his picture. I have kept it like a sacred thing 
under lock and key for all these years. You shall be the 
first person to gaze upon it.” 

With dragging feet Sonia Parlow walked to the 
bedchamber. She experienced some difficulty in opening 
the trunk which stood in the corner. Somehow the key 
would not work, or her fingers trembled too much. But 
at last she succeeded. 

In the secret hiding place she found the cherished 
photograph. She kissed it almost reverently, hugged it 
to her bosom, then returned to the anxiously waiting 
Joan. 

“Here it is,” she said, her voice pitched high. 
“Look at it.” 

Joan’s eyes rested upon the picture for an instant. 
Then she stared away as if something was blinding her. 
Again she looked, her pupils dilating and her breath com- 
ing in short gasps. 

“Who—who is that man?” She asked, her voice 
choking in her throat. 

“My lover — the lover of my youth,” Sonia re- 
torted. 

| With tightening fingers Joan “still gripped the 
photograph. It was like a thing charged with an over- 
powering <p gicieime: current. She wanted to let go and 
couldn’t. 

Occasionally a little dry sob shook her. Then at 
last she uttered a cry that was no longer human. 

It was as if something had snapped in her brain. 
The sight of that photograph lifted the veil—lifted the 
cloud from her mind. And everything came rushing 

_ back to her, 
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“Oh, God — oh, God,” she wailed and began to 

stagger. “Are you in love with that man, Sonia.” 

And then she collapsed upon a chair. Covering her 

face with her hand she burst into a quick succession of 

heart-rending sobs. Sonia, utterly dumbfounded, did not 

know what to make of it. 
Then, finally, she came to the correct conclusion 

that Joan had regained her memory. 

She feared to ask the question already trembling 

on her lips. But she must—she must! 

“You—you knew him, dear?” she said gently. 

“Yes, I knew him—knew him only too well,” came 

back amid a new burst of sobs. “Ah, why could my mind 

not remain under that cloud. Why——’ 

“No, you ought to thank God that your memory 

has been restored,” Sonia broke in passionately. “And 

I want to know the truth. I want to know everything. 

What was Donald Whitney to you?” 

“What was he to me?” Joan’s laugh was weird. 

“He was my lover, then my husband, and then the father 

of my baby. Oh, yes, Sonia, Donald Whitney was in- 

deed a great deal tome. I loved him as no other woman 

eould love him. I would have given my life to spare him 

a moment’s pain.” 
Sonia had forgotten her own grief and disappoint- 

ment. What was her grief compared with the suffering 

she saw before her eyes now. 

“JT dread to tell you, dear,” she said as she put an 

arm about her unhappy friend. “I dread to tell you, and 

yet I must. Donald Whitney has another wife. You 

saw her several times. She is the richly attired woman 

who came here to buy hats.” 7 

Joan took the news calmly enough. In fact, she 

took it too calm. It was not natural. She sat there 

staring into space. 
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“You better lie down for a few hours,” Sonia 
coaxed. “I wish I could help you, but I can’t. You must 
fight this thing out by yourself. God alone can show 
you the way. He alone can direct your feet into the 
right. path.” 3 

And then, with the tears streaming down her face, 
she led Joan into the bedchamber. 

Once alone the wretched young woman sat on the 
edge of the bed and made a desperate effort to adjust her 
mental forces. It was easy enough now to recall the 
past. 

Every incident came back to her vividly. Again 
she lived over the happy hours spent with Donald Whit- 
ney when she was still his private secretary at the bank 
in Richmond. | 

Then that trip to Paris, the marriage ceremony 
and then the arrival of her baby boy. But what had be- 
come of little Clifford? Had he perished in that terrible 
fire? 

With her heart near the breaking point she be- 
gan counting the years and realized that the boy must 
now be six years of age. 

But some strange mental twist caused her to take 
it for granted that her baby boy was no longer among 
the living. And that left her nothing—absolutely noth- 
ing.. And then came the horrible conclusion that death 
alone could free her from her terrible suffering. 

Night came and still she sat there like a statue. 
Finally she rose and reached for her hat and coat. _ 

When she left the house she did not go through 
the adjoining sitting room. She did not want to face 
Sonia again, for the latter would be sure to prevent her 
from carrying out the desperate plan so firmly embedded 
in her mind. i | 

Very carefully she opened the window, climbed 
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through and slid on the ground but a few feet below. 

Then she ran into the black night. 

Although she could not remember the direction 

of the River Seine, fate seemed to draw her toward the 

stream. Like a shadow she went on and on, until at last 

she heard the angry murmur of the waves. 



Chapter 142 

THE AWAKENING 

HEN -BARBARA HANNAFORD, as she 

called herself since her divorce from Donald 

Whitney, set out to make good her threat 

of revenge, she took chances most women. 

would have shrunk from. She deliberately 

mingled with the most dangerous element 

of the underworld in order to find the pro- 

per person to take care of little Clifford. 

This innocent child, the offspring of the man 

and woman she hated, must be ruined morally. 

~ She had traveled from American to France and 

back again, always planning and scheming. Once the 

boy was lost to her in the shuffle. 

But she found him again, and then turned him 

over to Attila Laroche, an utterly depraved character, 

who reigned like a king over the outlaws and riff-raft 

which infested “The Isle of Death.” 

This little strip of land, almost within sight of 

Paris, and surrounded by water, was shunned. Even 

the police gave it a wide berth because danger lurked be- 

hind every tree and in every hovel occupied by known 

criminals. 
It was said of this island that more murders were 

committed there than anywhere else in the world. 

Whenever a dead body came floating down the 

Seine with a bullet hole in the head or a knife thrust 

between the ribs, it could safely be assumed that the 

plague spot of the universe had lost another one of its 

inhabitants, | bl yaars SS 
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And so it came to be called: “The Isle of Death”. 
Only once a general raid was made by the Paris police. 
But of the twenty officers who participated only eight 
returned alive. 

When Barbara invaded this island she thought 
she was dealing with brute force and no brain. But here 
she made a mistake. The average French crook is a keen- 
witted individual. And he is quick to see an opportunity 
which can be turned to his advantage. 

But he is also a treacherous animal. He’ll bite 
the hand that feeds him if that bite promises to be sweet. 
He’ll double-cross his best friend for money. Attila Lo- 
roche was the worst of his kind. He was indeed the most 

- shrewd. 
He had the cunning of a fox and the ferocity of a 

hyena. More than once he had killed without provoca- 
tion, but to satisfy his bestial lust for blood. 

Upon his first meeting with Barbara Hannaford, 
the rich American woman, he fostered the plan which 
was later put into execution: And then, at the proper 
moment, he chloroformed her, stole her keys, and set out 
to procure the information that was to make him inde- 
pendently wealthy. 

How this terminated the reader knows. Betrayed 
by his own brother, he was caught ransacking the Am- 
erican woman’s trunks and arrested. And now he was 
being held for trial. 

If it had not been for Barbara’s natural strength 
of physical resistance, she would have died. For she had 
inhaled enough of the dangerous drug to kill any ordin- 
ary human being. 

As she regained consciousness she found herself 
lying on a bed in a dark room. She struggled to her 
feet, swaying dizzily. 

Leaning against the wall, her mind began to clear. 
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With a shudder she recalled that she had been alone with 
Attila Laroche. Yes, they were about to climb into the 
boat when he attacked her from behind. 

A sickening odor had entered her nostrils as a 
cloth was pressed against her mouth. And then darkness 
and utter oblivion. 

With the realization that the King of the island 
had turned traitor, came the frantic desire to flee. 

That she must be in terrible danger, she knew. 
And unless she made her escape as quickly as possible, 
she was lost—helplessly lost. Attila would show her no 
mercy when he returned. 

In the darkness she could make out the door. With 
her hands outstretched she staggered across the floor. 
The door was locked. 

“Oh, I might have expected it!’ she gasped, al- 
most frightened out of her wits. 

: She had no weapon with which to defend herself 
if she were attacked. Returning to the bed, she sat down 
again and her mind began to race. Every moment was 
precious. She was fast becoming panic-stricken. 

A slight noise coming from somewhere near the 
house, set her taut nerves acquiver. 

“My God!” she breathed, trembling in every limb. 
“What shall I do?” 

Presently the noise was repeated. This time it | 
sounded much closer. Someone was evidently trying to 
open a window from the outside. There was the tinkle 
of breaking glass and a hand reached through the open 
pane. | 

For where she cowered, Barbara was horrified to 
see a bulky figure climbing through the window. 

She- wanted to shriek but her voice failed her. 
“Don’t be afraid,” came in a reassuring whisper. 

“Tam not going to harm you. I have come to save you.” 
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Barbara stiffened and stared hard at the figure 

now very close. 

“Oh, it is you, Leon!” she gasped, relieved. 

“Yes, it is I,” affirmed the hunchback. “I have 

come to take you away. There is no time to be lost. 

Come with me.” 
Barbara experienced a strange feeling of revul- 

sion. She could hear the man’s labored breathing. And 

in the darkness his eyes shone like those of a male cat. 

She was not at all sure that she could trust her- 

self,into the hands of Leon Laroche. More than once his 

conduct, when alone with her, had betrayed an element 

to be feared. 

‘Where — where is your brother, Attila?” she 

asked. 
“T had him arrested.” 

“Arrested? What for, Leon?” 

“Tg punish him for all the brutality he heaped up- 

on me,” the latter replied in a guarded tone. “Never 

again will he put his foot on my neck. He’ll be sent to 

prison and I'll be in command of this island.” 

The woman drew back as the hunchback came 

nearer. 
3 

“So you betrayed your own brother,” she whis- 

pered to him. 

“Yes, Why not?” came back quickly. “But we 

must not waste time talking about that. Your life is in 

- danger, madam. There is no telling what might happen 

to you if the others——” He paused. 

Again he edged a little nearer, his eyes glowing 

balefully. 
Barbara could feel his hot breath upon her

 cheeks 

and it made her nervous. 
| 

“Are — are you afraid of me, lovely lady?” he 

muttered, 
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“Why should I be?” she countered. “Did you not 
just tell me that you came to save me.” 

“Yes, so I did,” the hunchback admitted. 
“Then take me away from here at once,” she ur- 

ged, making a dash for the open window. “I'll pay you 
well for what you have done, Leon. Don’t worry about 
that. Come.” 

It was all too evident, however, that Leon Laroche 
had no desire to leave just yet. But Barbara, sensing the 
danger, climbed through the window before he could stop 
her. He followed, muttering some incoherent words to 
himself, Well, his chance was gone. But the future still 
had to be reckoned with. 

From now on he would be doing business with this 
beautiful American woman. He would be taking care of 
that boy instead of his brother Attila. 

Already the hunchback took it for granted that 
the latter would receive a long prison sentence. Yes, 
they must send him up for twenty years or more. Had 
Attila not been caught red-handed burglarizing a peace- 
ful dwelling? 

Once safely outside, Barbara walked quickly to- 
ward the river. The hunchback, apparently not in haste, 
followed. 

Yes, there was a boat tied to a stake. She breathed 
a sigh of the most intense relief. Somehow she did not 
fear Leon Laroche now. He would not dare attack her 

in the open. 
The hunchback’s face was dark with disappoint- 

ment. Barbara, already seated in the boat, motioned to 

him, 
“You'll row me back to the city, won’t you?” she 

said coaxingly. . 
He nodded and took a firm hold of the oars. 

“Of course I’ll row you back to the city,” he a- 
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greed with a very peculiar grin, “You ought to know 
or time that I'll do anything for you, my beautiful 
Py) ae : 

Barbara did not like the idea of being called that. 
Being regarded as beautiful by a man of Leon Laroche’s 
type did not flatter her in the least. Danger lurked be- 
hind it—fearful danger. 



Chapter 148 

A DOUBLE SURPRISE 

ARIS is no doubt the most popular city in 
the entire world. But this statement must be 
made with certain qualifications. And per- 
haps the adjective used it not the proper 
one. For Paris has been notorious for over 
a century. Ever since Emperor Napoleon 
I began his war of conquest, France as well 
as her capital, became famous in history. 
During the reign of her many Kings, 

France supplied the world with spicy gossip. ' 
After that country became a republic, Paris still 

remained the city of pleasure, vice and intrigues. Her 
underworld had no equal anywhere. Her women were 
lauded and degraded as of yore. Crime flourished as 

modern civilization progressed. 
With such a reputation back of it, the city of 

Paris continued to be the mecca of. all foreign travelers. 

The American who wants to go abroad would not think 

of returning without having seen and explored Paris. 

Princes and potentates from other nations like to 

go to Paris for a holiday, most of them traveling incog- 

nito. And for certain reasons. 
It was toward this popular, famous and also no- 

torious city that Armand Duverne and his sister Lola, 

were traveling. They were in search of relaxation. This 

could be said only, however, of Lola. For her brother 

had come upon quite another quest. 
A detective agency employed by him had fur- 

nished the information that he might find the one woman 
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he loved in Paris. 

The reader will recall how this French gentleman 
—and the term may well be applied to Armand Duverne 
—rescued Joan from the “Black Horse Inn” that night, 
how he took her home with him, and how he fell so des- 
perately in love with her. 

And by a strange trick of fate he selected the 
Hotel Violet as the temporary home for himself and his 
sister. They expected to live at this hotel until Chateau 
Duverne had been partly rebuilt. 

Donald Whitney and his wife, also occupied a 
suite of rooms at this hotel. They were seated one balmy 
afternoon on the terrace which ran the entire length 
of the building, facing the street. 

The young American banker’s face was worn 
with care. Ever since that fateful visit to the art exhibi- 
tion, he was not the same man. The sight of Joan’s 
beautiful features transferred to the canvass had re- ' 
awakened within him the deep longing. 

He felt like a man who awakens from a long, p 
dreamless sleep to face unexpected possibilities. Joan 
was in Paris. She must be since she had posed for that 
picture. 

z But was she “The Fallen Angel’’ so forcefully 
depicted? 

_ His wife, who sat beside him, stole an occasional 
glance at his pale face. Then she reached over and 
patted his hand. 

“Your sudden decline worries me, dear,” she mur- 
mured gently. “I am afraid you are going to be seriously 
ill. Something will have to be done or——” 

Donald stopped her with a deprecatory gesture 
of his hand. 

“Ah, you are always worrying about me, Irene,” 
he said. “I — I don’t deserve it. You make me feel 
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ashamed of myself.” 
“Ashamed of yourself?” she echoed. “Why, Don- 

nie, what a peculiar expression. Aren’t you all I have in 

the world? You know that. And you know, too, how 

dearly I love you. There isn’t a thing I would not do for 

you, and do it gladly. I do wish you would cheer up a 

little bit.” : : 

He turned away, a sudden wave of color mount- 

ing his cheeks. 
“Donnie — Donnie,” she murmured. “Look at 

me.” 
‘Don’t,” he begged, not daring to meet her eyes, 

“T don’t deserve this. Ah, I wish I could love you in re- 

turn. Why can’t I open my heart to you and find relief. 

But I can’t—I can’t.” 
Irene was shocked by this passionate outburst. She 

looked about swiftly, fearing that someone might have 

heard the words spoken in the shrill tone. But fortun- 

ately no one sat near. There was no one to observe as 

she caressed his wan cheek. 
“Dear,” she said in almost a whisper, “when I 

married you, I became your wife because I loved you. I 

did not pry into your past. That belongs to you alone. 

I have never complained . 

| “No, you haven’t,” he broke in with some vehe- 

‘mence. “You have been a wonderful pal, Irene. Now 

I shall ask a favor of you.” 

She gave him a loving glance. 

‘What is it, Donnie?” . 

“Let's go home.” His voice quivered. “T want to 

get away from Paris.” | 
“Nothing could suit me better,” the loyal young 

wife declared. “Why not telegraph at once to Stephen 

and tell him to prepare for our home-coming.” 

Continued in next number — 



) 

eve 

» 


